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RHYMES FOR THE NURSERY. 



X HANE you, pretty cow, that made 
Pleasant milk to soak my bread; 
Ev'ry day, and ev'ry night, 
Warm, and fresh, and sweet, and white. 

Do not chew the hemiock rank, 
Growing on the weedy bank; 
But the yellow cowslips eat, 
They will make it very sweet 
a8 
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Where the purple violet grows, 
Where the bubbling water flows, 
Where the grass is fresh and fine, 
Pretty cow, go there and dine. 



GOOD NIGHT. 

Baby, baby, lay your head 
On your pretty cradle bed; 
Shut your eye-peeps, now the day 
And the light are gone away; 
All the clothes are tuck'd in tight; 
Little baby dear, good night. 
Yes, my darling, well I know 
How the bitter wind doth blow; 
And the winter's snow and rain. 
Patter on the window-pane; 
But they cannot come in here. 
To my little baby dear. 
For the curtains warm, are spread 
Round about her cradle bed; 
And her little night-cap hides 
Every breath of air besides; 



Rhymes Jot the Nursery. 

Sp, till morning shineth bright, 
Little baby dear, good night. 



GETTING UP. 



Baby, baby, ope your eye, 
^OT the sun is in the sky, 
And he's peeping once again. 
Through the frosty window-pane; 
Little baby, do not keep, 
Any longer, fast asleep. 
There now, sit in motber^s lap. 
That she may untie your cap. 
For the little strings have got 
Twisted into sikJi a knot; 
Ah ! for shame— you've been at play 
With the bobbin aa you lay. 
There it comes, — now let us see 
Where your petticoats can be; 
O ! they^re in the window-seat, 
Folded very smooth and neat; 
When my baby older grows. 
She shall double up her clothes. 

a8 



Nov one pretty little kiES, 
For dressing you so nice as this, 
And, before we go down stairs, 
Don't forget to say your pray'rs, 
For 'tis God who loves to keep 
Little babies white they sleep. 



flOOD MAUHJL. 

LoTE, come and sit upon my knee, 
And give me kisses, one, two, three, 
And tell me whether you bve me. 

My baby. 
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For this Pm sure, that I love you, 
And many, many things I do, 
And all. day long I sit and sew 

For baby 

And then at night I lie awake, 
Thinking of things that I can make. 
And trouble that I mean to take 

For baby. 

And when you^re good, and do not cry, 
Nor into wicked passions fly, 
You canH think how Dapa and I 

Love baby. 

But, if my little girl should grow 
To be a naughty child, I know 
'Twould grieve mamma to serve her so, 

My baby. 

And when you saw me pale and thin, 

By grieving for my baby's sin, 

I think, you*d wish that you had been 

A better baby. 
a4 
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LEARNING TO ( 



CoH£, my darling, come away, 
Take a pretty walk to-day; 
Biin along, and never fear, 
I'll take care «f baby dear; 
Up and down with little feet, 
That^s the way to walk, my sweet. 
Now it is so very near, 
Soon she'll get to mother dear: 
There she comes along at last, 
Here's my finger, hold it fast; 
■ Now one pretty little kiss, 
Ailer such a walk as this. 
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Then you show your little light, 
Twinkle, twinkle all the night. 
Then the traveler in the dark, 
Thanks you for your tiny spark. 
He could not see which way to go, 
If you did not twinkle so. 
In the dark blue sky you keep. 
And often thro' my curtains peep. 
For you never shut your eye. 
Till the sun is in the sky. 
As your bright and tiny spark. 
Lights the traveler in the dark, 
Tho^ I know not what y<yu are. 
Twinkle, twinkle, little star. 



COME AND PLAY IN THE GARDEN. 

Little sister, come away, 
And let us in the garden play. 
For it is a pleasant day. 

On the grass-plat let us sit,' 
Or, if you please, we^ll play a bit,^ 
And run about all over it. 
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But the fruit we will not pick. 
For that would be a naughty trick, 
And, very likely, make ua sick. 

Nor will we pluck the pretty flow'ra, 
That grow about the beds and bow'ri, 
Because, you know, they are not ours. 

We'll pluck the daisies, white and red, 
Because, mamma has often said, 
That we may gather them instead. 

And much I hope we always may 
Our very dear mamma obey, 
And mind whatever she may say. 



HO BREAKFAST FOB eKOWLER, 



No, naughty Growler, get away, 

You shall not have a bit; 
Now, when I speak, how dare you stay? 
T can't spare any. Sir, I say; 

And so you need not sit. 



Poor Growler ! do not make him go, 

But reccJlect, before, 
That he has never serv'd you so, 
For you have given him many a blow 

That patiently he bore. 
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Poor Growler! if he could but speak^ 

He'd tell, (as well he might,) 
How he would bear with many a freaky 
And wag his tail and look so meek, 
And neither bark nor bite. 

Upon his back he lets you ride. 

And drive about the yard, 
And now, while sitting by your side, 
To have a bit of bread denied 

Is really very hard. 

And all your little tricks he'll bear, 

And never seem to mind. 
And yet you say you cannot spare 
One bit of breakfast for his share, 

Altho' he is so kind ! 
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BREAKFAST AND FUSS. 

Here's my baby's bread and mllk^ 
For her lip, as 30ft as silk; 



Here's the spoon of silver sweet; 
Here's the stool, and here's the chair, 



No, you must not spill it out, 
And drop the bread and milk about; 
But let it stand before you flat. 
And pray, remember pussy cat: 
Poor old pussy cat, that purrs. 
All so patiently for hers. 

True, sbe runs about the house, 
Catching, now and then, a mousey 
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But though she thinks it very nice^ 
That only makes a tiny slice: 
So d6n't forget that you should stop^ 
Aud leave poor puss a little drop. 
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THJC FLOWEK AND THE LADY, A30UT 

GETTING UP> 

Peetty flower, tell me why 
All your leaves do open wide, 

Every morning, when on high 
The noble sun begins to ride. 

This is why, my lady fair, 

If you would the reason know, 

For betimes, the pleasant air 
Very cheerfully doth blow. 

' And the birds on ev'ry tree . 

Sing a merry, merry tune; 
And the busy honey-bee, 

Comes to suck my sugar soon. 



Tilis is ftll the resson why 
I my little leaves undo; 

Lady, lady, wake and try, 
If I have not told you true. 



TOO. A LITTLE GIKL THAT DID NOT LIKE 
TO BE WASHED. 

What! crywheni washyou— notrovetobecleiin! 
There, go and be dirty, not fit to be seen, 
And till you leave 6% and I see you have stnil'd, 
I'll not take the trouble to wash such s child. 
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Suppose I should leave you now, just as you are. 
Do you think you^d deserve a sweet kiss from papa; 
Or to sit on his knee, and learn pretty great A, 
With fingers that have not been wash'd all the 
day! 

Ah ! look at your fingers, you see it is so, 

Did you ever behold such a little black row? 

And for (mce you may look at yourself in the 

glass: 
There^s a face to belong to a good little lass! 
Come, come then, I see you're beginning to clear. 
You won't be so foolish agun, will you, dear? 



PLAYING WITH FIRE. 

I*v£ seen a little girl, mamma. 
That had got such a dreadful scar. 
All down her arms, and neck, and face» 
I could not bear to see the place. 



Poor little girl ! and don't you know 
The shocking trick tHat made her so? 
'Twaa all because she went and did 
A thing her mother had forbid. 

For, once, when nobody was nigh her, 
This silly child would play with firej 
And long before her mother came. 
Her pin-afore was all in flimie! 

In vun she tried to put it out, 
Till all her clothes were burnt about. 
And then she suffered ten times more. 
Ail over with a dreadful sore. 
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For many months, before 'twas cur'd. 
Most shocking tortui*es she endur'd; 
And even now, when passing by her, 
You see what 'tis to play with fire I 
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TH£ FIELD DAISY. 

I'm a pretty little thing. 
Always comihg with the spring. 
In the meadows green I'm found. 
Peeping just above the ground, 
And my stalk is cover'd flat^ 
With a white and yellow hat. 

Little lady, when you pass, 
Lightly o'er the tender grass,^ 
Skip about, but do not tread 
On my meek and healthy head ; 
For I always seem to say, 
** Surly winter's gone away." 
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ONE LITTLE BOY. 

I^M a little gentleman^ 
Flay, and ride» and dance I can. 
Very handsome clothes I wear. 
And I live on dainty fare; 
And whenever out I ride, 
IVe a servant by my side. 

And I never, all the day, 
Need do any thing but play; 
Nor even soil my little hand. 
Because I am so very grand. 
O! Fm very glad, Fm sure, 
I need not labour like the poor. 

For I think I could not bear. 
Such old shabby clothes to wear; 
To lie upon so hard a bed, 
And only live on barley bread; 
And what is worse, too, ev*ry day 
To have to work as hard as they. 



AMOTHZB LITTLS BOr. 

Th a little husbandman, 
Work and labour hard I can; 
Fm as happy all the day 
Al my work, as if 'twere play; 
Though I've nothing fine to wear> 
Yet for that I do not care. 

When to work I go along, 
Singing loud my morning song. 
With my wallet at my back, 
Or my «;a^on-whip to smack; 
O, I am as happy then. 
As the little gentlemen. 
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But when you stand and sulk about, 
And look so cross, and cry, and pout, 
Why that, my little girl, you know. 
Is worse than working bad and slow. 
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THE SELFISH SNAILS. \ 
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It happened that a little snail. 
Came crawling with his slimy tail. 

Upon a cabbage stalk; 
But two more little snails were there, 
Both feasting on this dainty fare^ 

EngagM in friendly talk. 

" No no, you shall not dine with us. 
How dare you interrupt us thus!'^ 

The greedy snails declare; 
So their poor brother they discard. 
Who really thinks it very hard, i 

He may not have his share. 

b6 



But selfish folks are sure to know, 
They get no good hy b«ng so. 

In earnest or in play: 
Which these two snails confess'd, no doubt, 
When soon the gard'ner spied them out, 

And threw them both away. 



THE LITTLX BEGGAB GIKL. 

Thbbb's a poor beggar going hy, 
I see her looking in; 
• She's jast about as big as I, 
Only so very thin. 



She has no shoes upon her feet, 

She isso ^«ry -poor ; 
And hardly any thing to eat^ 

I pity her, I'm sure! 

But I have got alee clothes, you know. 
And meat, and hread, and fire; 

And you, mamma, that love me so. 
And all that I desire. 

If I were forc'd to stroll so far, 

O dear, what should I do ! 
I wish she had a dear mamma. 

Just such a one as you. 
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Here, little girl, come back again. 
And hold your ragged hat, 

For I will put a penny in ; 
So buy some bread with that. 



THE DUNCE OF A KITTEN* 



Come, pussy, will you learn to read, 

Fve got a pretty book : 
Nay, turn this way, you must indeed.-— 

Fie, there's a sulky look. 



Here is a pretty picture, see, 
An apple and great A: 

How stupid you will ever be, 
If you do nought but play. 







Come, A, B, C, an easy task. 
What any fool can do: ^ 
'ill do any thing you ask, 
T dearly I love you. 
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